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Tonight 


Author's Notes: 
Fluff inspired by the song "Tonight" by Def Leppard. 


Not based on real events. 


When Marcy's eyes subtly flipped open, the first thing she was able to notice was the gentle glow of early 
morning sunlight coming in through the window. It was that kind of light where she knew the real sunrise was 
shortly on its way. To her, when waiting in anticipation of the real thing, the waiting itself may actually feel 


nicer than the main event. 


The second thing she was able to notice was Joe, and the position he was laying in, and how this particular 
position interacted with her own. He had a limp arm stretched out, making a crook for her that she somehow 
managed to find her own way into while sleeping. With her head angled towards him, and an arm of her own 
across his bare chest, it was apparent to her that whatever movement they made during the night led to 
nothing but comfort in the end. 


Just based on her first looks, the misty morning seemed as pleasant as ever. The fog surrounding the outside 


landscape made her think that they could still be in a dream. However, she knew that like the fog, any dreams 


from the night before would soon have to retreat. 


"There's better things in store for tonight, anyway," she thought to herself, “Tonight is when it all becomes 


real." 


Slowly, she started moving her hand back and forth on his chest, closing her eyes once more in the hopes of 
dozing off again. Not too long after, she felt Joe place a hand on top of hers, causing her to open her eyes 
again, turn her head up, and look at him. His own eyes were still closed, but his face hosted a weak and visible 
smile. With her hand now being held down, she could feel his heartbeat against my palm. 


"Don't you wanna wake up yet?" she softly grumbled to him. He simply hummed in reply. 
She went on as she moved a little closer to him, "I think you should.. you'll miss the sunrise." 


He huffed out a breath that was meant to be laughter. At this point, she knew he had opened his eyes. 


"Seems pretty nice today." he groaned in a slur without moving a muscle, "Better stay like this.. ‘specially for 


tonight..." 


Both of them had the same desire. They thought that if everything felt perfect now, then there should be no 
other possibility but for it to stay perfect for another I5 hours. 


Marcy thought, "If only we could keep this exact sunrise for that long. Perhaps things would be perfect, then’ 


To her, how flawless the daylight looked before it even began felt like a form of foreshadowing in its own 
beautiful way, like it was a divine sign that all would be well later. That, and being so close to Joe while 


witnessing this was the cherry on top. 


He curved his stretched out arm around her and began to stroke her hair. With that little gesture of his, 
everything in this moment suddenly felt so right for her. This little time of waiting together- waiting for the 
best to come- was now something that could never be replaced. Like a good luck charm, having Joe by her 
side meant that her recipe for hope was complete. She was certain that nothing would get in their way of 
tonight's plans now. It went without any saying that anticipation was in the air, and they were soaking up every 


last bit of it in their own exhausted, pre-morning manner. 
"You think the others are planning anything for tonight?" Marcy asked. 
"Hmm, no," Joe shook his head slightly, "Not a thing.” 


She hummed in a mock chuckle, continuing to stare out the window. The sun was moving up little by little, now 


nearly breaking over the hazy mountain. Very slowly, she pulled herself into a sitting position, yawning. 


He, still laying on his back, lazily put his arms behind his head, shifted his weight, and smiled as if to conceal 
some secretive thought, "Not like itll matter, anyway. Tonight's not their night. Tonight's.. different." 


She scratched her head, still woozy from coming out of slumber. She knew he was right, and couldn't help but 


repeat those words to herself. She knew that tonight would be different; it'd be one of a kind. 


‘I'm not used to having things go my way- or our way, as a matter of fact," she wondered to herself, "Right 


here and now, however, it feels like there's no other way to go.” 


After a moment's hesitation, and with no other way to go, Marcy let a hand fall on one of Joe's legs as the 


incoming sunlight grew brighter in the room. 


She turned back to him as her thumb stroked his thigh, and eyed every part of his body. He gazed back with 
a dreary smile, clearly as pleased and as anxious as she was. She didn't think of herself as a hopeless romantic, 
but whenever there was a piece of pure artwork laying in bed next to her, she couldn't help but stare 


(especially when she knew the artwork also enjoyed being stared at). 


"This morning can't get any more beautiful, can it.." she teased him before laying back down at his side. Now 


parallel to each other and not touching, she could feel Joe's sudden need to fix the lack of intimacy. 


He rolled onto his side, reached over, and carefully caressed one side of her face. The sunlight was now in 
golden streaks on the walls, and its gentle, reflective glow was beginning to highlight his face. Marcy let her 
eyes close for only a few seconds, and soon felt herself roll over towards him so they were now facing each 
other. It didn't last long, however, because immediately, she pushed him by the shoulder so he was again laying 
on his back. Without any more hesitation, she rolled on top of him, and he was more than ready for the deep 
kiss she pressed onto his lips. Joe got right into it, maybe even before she did, trying to prove that he 
couldn't be held down for long. 


Marcy's hands found their way to his hair, running deeply through the soft tufts. He, in return, wrapped his 
arms around her back, holding her down on him. He forced all he had up into the passion, and his lips gently 
vibrated on hers as if he were purring. When they delicately broke apart from the embrace, and the full- 
fledged sunrise was now illuminating the room, he whispered six words to her in a voice of ecstasy and 


apprehension: 
"Tonight... is going to be dynamite." 


And boy, did he not have to tell her twice. 


